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Abstract 
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meaning: that Sister Jeanne and thirty girls were blown apart and burnt. It may be the saddest phrase in 
the language; many unwritten tragedies are concealed between the c and the e. Most have ensued from 
evil intent and evil action, but- and this is the saddest thing - a lot have ensued from good intent and 
innocent actions. 
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The Poverty Bush 
Karen 
Collateral damage. Of all the terrible euphemisms of the Gulf War, this 
was the ugliest. I know the real meaning: that Sister Jeanne and thirty 
gtrls were blown apart and burnt. It may be the saddest phrase in the 
language; many unwritten tragedies are concealed between the c and the 
e. Most have ensued from evil intent and evil action, but- and this is the 
saddest thing - a lot have ensued from good intent and innocent actions. 
I made love to a ghost. I had no evil intent, but I will never know what 
damage I did to the ghost. Indeed, I had no intent at all; I acted on an 
overwhelming impulse, deaf and blind to all else. The damage may 
have been no less, therefore, or I no less culpable. 
Except for the too thin lips, his was a handsome face, although it 
appeared waxen in the bright cone of light. He wore gold-framed 
spectacles with circular lenses which made his eyes look smaller, 
meaner. There were others in the room, but I could see nothing beyond 
the narrow cone of light. There was music; playing at a low volume 
from a loudspeaker somewhere out there in the dark beyond the light. 
The piece was familiar, I thought, but I could not name it in my terror. 
I concentrated, desperate to assure myself that my mind was not 
disintegrating, until I could name it. 
Chopin_- yes/ Chopin. 
One of the Etudes; but which one? 
Which one? Oh God! Which one? 
Tremulous silences hovered between the notes, as potent as the notes 
themselves. 
'Why won't you answer?' 
His voice was gentle, coaxing. But my tongue was stuck to the roof of 
my mouth which was dried by terror. I had lost track of time. 1 had been 
questioned for hours, a day - a day and a night perhaps - without 
respite, by relays of 55 officers. The others had been aggressive. They 
had shouted at me, slapped my face. There had been no music softly 
playing then. 
He wore a black SS uniform. It was freshly pressed , but the top button 
was undone, as if he was preparing to relax at the end of a hard day. He 
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reached forward and pulled aside the rough grey cloth of the shift they 
had dressed me in. llis hands were soft, white and beautifully 
manicured; his nails shone as if he used nail polish; perhaps he did. 
There was something androgynous in h1s voice, his manner. 
My father was always fu!>sy about the appearance of his nails_- he 
always wore a dark suit and gilt-framed spectades. 
Despite the heat of the lamp, my exposed left breast felt cold . lie 
stroked the nipple. I could not stop it becoming gorged with blood, but 
the sensation was painful as I tried to resist the stimulation. He touched 1t 
lightly with a long finger nail on his right-hand index finger. The 
sensation was almost like an electric shock. 
'I would hate to have to make you talk,' he said. 
He was almost courteous. 
lie leant forward and gently licked my nipple. I strained back in the 
hard chair- my arms were handcuffed behind the back of it- but could 
not escape the slimy feel of his tongue. 
'It would be such a pity .. .' I !e paused to smile. 'Did you know that 
one kind of champagne glass is supposed to be modelled on the breasts ( 
of Marie Antoinette?' 
He gestured to someone beyond the flood of light. A hand appeared 
holding a glass of cold water. Beads of moisture condensed on the glass 
My dry throat ached. He drank the water slowly, savouring every drop. 
He held out the glass and the hand came in lo the light again and took it 
from him. 
' Are you thirsty?' 
'ja!' I croaked. 
The same in German and Danish. The same word. 
The same thirst. Vand. Jsvand. Te. Kaffe. 01. Bajer. Snapps. Vane!_· 
vand_- vand. The words tortured my throat, even though I could not utter 
them. 
'Tell us all you know,' he said. 'That's all you need to do. Then you 
may have water ... or wine if you would prefer ... Champagne, perhaps? 
In one of those specially shaped glasses.' 
I could not speak. My mouth was so dry 1 believed that I had lost my 
tongue. 
Willi ever be able to speak again. 
I could only shake my head, but that was painful too; my neck had 
become stiff, almost rigid. 
'Have you lost your tongue?' 
lie frowned and gestured to whoever stood outside the cone of light. 
The same hand appeared in the light again, holding a pair of small 
copper dips which trailed wires. I could not see what the wires were 
connected to outside the cone of light. 
'It would be a pity .. .' he said as he gently opened the clip and applied 
it to my nipple. The spring was not strong; the grip of the dip was not 
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painful, but it was cold. I winced. He unclipped it. 
'I'm so sorry,' he said. 
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He breathed on the clip to warm it. When he reapplied it to my nipple I 
could feel the slime of his condensed breath. 
'Can you imagine how it will feel when we turn on the switch,' he 
said. ' It may be pleasantly stimulating ... at first ... But when we increase 
the voltage ... ' 
He gestured again and the hand reappeared in the light with an 
electrical meter in a black bakelite case. I did not know whether it was an 
ammeter or a voltmeter; the dial had no numbers on it. Would I have 
been able to foresee the pain if there had been numbers? How many 
amps, how many volts would begin to cause pain? How many would 
burn the flesh? How much would kill? The dial had just three coloured 
segments: green, yellow and red. 
I trembled uncontrollably, but my tongue clove more closely to my 
palate. 
'Nej!' I managed to say at last. 
My voice was so strained and husky I must have been inaudible. My 
throat burned as air passed through it, but at least I had found my tongue 
again, even if it felt like a limp piece of dry felt. 
Klaus (it was his code name in the Resistance) had told us that, if we 
were ever captured, we should keep saying 'nej' to ourselves, drilling 
ourselves to say nothing else, whenever we were able; when we woke in 
the morning, when we were going to sleep each night. 'You may keep 
saying it, then, when you are losing control,' he said. 
'I'm not a hard man,' he said, the thin lips opening in a smile which 
revealed perfect, but rather small, brilliantly white teeth. 'I will give you 
two days to think about it. Shall we say ten o'clock ... in the morning ... 
m two day's time?' 
He removed the metal clip and handed it back to the hand which 
appeared again from the darkness. It was a large, thinly boned hand, the 
hand of a musician - or a surgeon. But the nails were in need of cutting, 
and dirty. I began to feel that it did not belong to a body. 
'Such a pity ... ' 
He stroked my nipple again. 
'I will make sure that there is a clock in your cell,' he said. ' I would be 
dtsappointed if you were late for our next meeting ... our next tryst. ' 
Someone untied my wrists. My arms were cramped behind the hard 
chair back and I could not, at first, move them. He moved with elaborate 
-elaborated - courtesy to help me stand. 
' It would be such a pity ... ' he said again. 
In all my life I had not heard such a pitiless remark. 
The clock was a cheap one, in a red enamelled metal case. When I next 
heard the screams echoing down the corridor, I hurled it against the wall 
74 David Hutchison 
and smashed it. The shiny steel spring sprang from the frame and 
quivered in its death throes on the polished linoleum. 
It is possible that this is the room where my father worked. 
I thought that my father worked in a palace. It was one of the biggest 
modern buildings in Copenhagen. It had a yellow crown, which was lit at 
night, suspended from its facade. Only later did I come to know that it 
was a shell, a cockle shell. Perhaps the formal way my father dressed 
made me think that he was a royal courtier; in a black suit. He always 
carried a shiny black leather brief case. He wore gold-rimmed spectacles; 
the lenses were almost circular. 
I liked to walk past the palace where he worked, especially in the early 
darkness of a winter afternoon, when the 'crown' glowed brilliantly 
against the snow which had gathered on the roof and the window ledges. 
Later I knew that he had only a middle range administrative post. It 
made no difference. I loved this modest, caring and kindly man. His brief 
period of glory came when he joined the Resistance and displayed 
unexpected resolve and bravery. We never found out how he died at the 
hands of his captors. It might have been marginally less terrible for my 
mother and me if we had known the details, rather than being left to 
imagine them. 
How accurate are our memories? Are they more or less accurate when 
they are about ourselves? 
I was an only child. We lived in a small apartment in an old building in 
the area between the Kastellet and the 0sterport Station. The front door 
of our apartment block opened on to a courtyard. A block of larger 
apartments, for more affluent families, was on the other side of the 
courtyard. The steps up to the dark green door of that block had two 
large stone owls standing sentinel on pillars on either side. When it 
snowed, the grey owls became a ghostly white, softly luminescent, in the 
dim light of the single lamp that illuminated the courtyard. I imagmed 
they might fly, paradoxically made lighter by the white burden of the 
snow. 
Although I had chilblains frequently in winter, and felt trammelled by 
the several layers of clothes and the high laced boots, I loved the city 
when it was blanketed with snow. The verdigris on the copper roofs 
seemed a more intense green, a cold colour contrasting with the warm 
red and yellows of the warehouses by the canals, the flame of our coal 
fire and the red decorations at Christmas, and the red and yellow Shell 
sign. 
Here, now, the landscape burns under the high sun: pale gold, grey-
green and brilliant red. At noon the light lies like a thin deposit of ash, a 
white glaze over the colours. 
Light is skin. The light lies like a skin on the landscape. 
Only after rain are the greens 'true' green, a sharp, luminous green. At 
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the end of a very dry spell the grasses and spinifex are so bleached that, 
under moonlight, the white ash of noon gleams like a light brushing of 
snow. On some winter nights, when there is frost on the spinifex, 
nostalgia overcomes me like an old pain. 
I pick up my worn copy of Anderson's tales- the English version. 
It was late in january, and a fearful snowstorm. The snow came flying 
m a drifting whirl through streets and Janes. The outside of the window-
panes was fairly plastered over with it, and it plumped down from the 
roofs in masses, and caused a stampede among the people ... 
In winter nights I loved to sit by a window, warm within the house, to 
watch the white snow flakes fluttering down to earth like moths. 
Here the world is flooded with light. In January- when snow might be 
falling in Copenhagen - we live in a furnace, unless a cyclone is in the 
offing; then we Jive in a sauna. 
ft is a landscape for hawks and eagles. When my back gives trouble, I 
envy the effortless soaring of the eagles, the hovering of kestrels, and the 
swift planing flight of the falcons- perfect expressions of freedom. 
Peregrine. The wanderer. 
We wanted for little. The apartment was well furnished, in what I would 
now call a Victorian style: dark panels of wood on the walls, red velvet 
curtains on the windows, solid chairs and tables. My mother was a good 
cook, plump on her own rich dishes, with a skin like the cream she used 
lavishly. At Christmas we had goose roasted with a stuffing of plums. It 
did not occur to me even to think that this way of life would change, that 
this comfort might not be permanent. 
I skated on the canals in the winter. In summer we went to a landing 
near the warehouses on those canals to buy fish directly from the boats. I 
pestered often to be taken to see the bronze statue of Anderson's 
mermaid at the edge of the harbour; we could get to it by walking past 
the moats of the Kastellet. 
'Will the mermaid be safe?' I asked my mother, when storms piled 
'porridge' ice and snow along the shore. 
I wanted to be like the mermaid when I grew up; not with a scaly fish 
tail, but slender and small breasted, with long hair. I asked my mother to 
give me smaller helpings of ellebred for breakfast, and over that dark, 
luscious mush of rye bread and light ale I poured less cream. I learned to 
swim in a heated pool, and gloried in the freedom of a light costume and 
the sense of weightlessness in the water. If the water was just warm 
enough I lost the sense of having a boundary, became momentarily 
skinless, as if my whole being flowed out and became the pool. When I 
rested between swims f sat on the edge of the pool, with my legs tucked 
under me like a tail. 
I found the water in the billabong strangely chill, when I plunged in late 
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on a day which had been searingly hot. I expected to shed my anxieties 
in the weightlessness of tepid water. The chill contracted the anxieties 
tightly into my body and made my skin strain tight over my flesh. 
Billabong. So many words here ring like beUs: biUabong, kurrajong, 
quandong ... 
It may have been the surprising chill of the water that disoriented me. I 
began to panic. When I looked up to see him offering his hand, his hair 
flaring in the late afternoon light. I cried out involuntarily, softly, a name. 
He probably did not hear it. 
Sometimes the landscape here, in certain lights, is like a coloured 
negative made to appear positive under a glancing light: the reds bolder, 
the greens sharper. I was lucky to see it first in a good year, massed with 
the pink, white and gold of everlastings and the black and scarlet of Sturt 
peas. I had not expected such lavishness, such largesse. 
I do not say, or think of it as, Kebnhavn any more; it becomes more 
distant every year; as if distance in time equates with distance in space. It 
is Copenhagen now. I wanted to escape from it- from Europe, rather, 
the Europe that was left after the war. If I ever went back- it may never 
be possible now - I would be a tourist. I have disconnected, but have I 
escaped? 
When I left, 1 wanted to escape from the weight of Europe's history, of 
its tragedies, my own tragedies. Here the landscape has a different, a 
stranger weight, the disturbing sensation of gravity in a vacuum. 
Sometimes, then, I long for human beings to have left a more substantial 
impression on these vast spaces. I have not escaped from the need for 
that gravity. 
Although my parents were staunch Protestants (Billy Connolly spoke of 
his childhood in Scotland, where Protestants were always staunch and 
Catholics devout) , they sent me to a small convent school near the Shell 
building. The school had a reputation for strict, but not harsh, discipline, 
and high academic standards. Besides, I could travel with my father each 
morning. We came out of the Metro station close to the Shell building. I 
was proud to walk with him, hand in hand. He saw me across the street 
and then crossed back to Shell House. There came a time when my 
intimate knowledge of that part of the town helped to save my life. 
I pointed out Shell House to my class mates. 
'That is my father's office,' I said. 
I did not know which of the windows was his; I pointed to the largest. 
'He has a big office, because he has an important job.' 
By then I knew it was not a palace. The yellow and red sign was a 
brave banner for the good times of my childhood. If I was not feeling 
happy I could glance out of the window and know that my father was 
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there. Sometimes I waved towards the building, hoping that he could see 
me. 
As I fled down the street I heard the steady thrumming of an aircraft. I 
flattened myself against the wall as the Mosquito flew straight down the 
street, almost brushing the roof tops, its cannon firing. 
I knew it was a Mosquito. I was too young for active service when I 
joined the Resistance after my father's death. As part of my training, I 
had to learn to recognise aircraft. I was to be found a job as a stewardess 
on the railways, so that I could be a courier for the Resistance. Being able 
to recognise a friendly plane might save my life. 'Friendly' was a 
paradoxical adjective; it was the 'friendly' planes that would bomb and 
strafe the trains. 
When the plane had passed I began to run again, hampered by pain in 
my back, which I had wrenched when I scrambled through the gaping 
hole in the wall of my cell. I came to a stone wall. As I searched for a way 
through, afraid to remain exposed in the street where there would soon 
be troops, I heard footsteps. I turned. A young German soldier came up 
to me. I raised my hands in surrender, but he brushed past and searched 
along the wall. He turned and beckoned me. Puzzled, still half in shock, I 
followed him to a hole in the wall. He dropped his rifle and scrambled 
over the stones where the wall had been breached. He turned and 
offered me his hand. 
He was stunningly beautiful. H is helmet had fallen off. His short 
cropped blond hair made him look childish. His eyes were large, deep 
blue. His skin was fresh, his cheeks bright pink with exertion. He looked 
like an angel in a painting of the Annunciation. My mind seemed to take 
a flashlit snapshot of him. 
I took the offered hand and he pulled me up and over the rubble, a 
little roughly in his haste, and I could feel something else giving in my 
back. He ran on, not looking back. He may not have heard my shouted 
thanks. As he ran, he struggled to shed his grey jacket. A small booklet 
dropped from the jacket before he freed himself from it. I stopped to pick 
1t up. Tt was his service book. I thrust it into my bosom and struggled on. 
One day, I will be able to thank him. 
The nuns were good teachers. I enjoyed languages specially. One of the 
younger nuns, Sister Jeanne, was French. She was short-sighted and her 
blue eyes peered narrowly from spectacles with tortoiseshell frames. Her 
small round face was framed by a stiff white wimple which enhanced the 
glowing pink of her cheeks. She was young, and often surprisingly 
merry. From her I learnt good French, and French-accented English. I 
ltked better the sound of French, but I liked the richness of English, and 
discovered how closely Danish and English are related; with many words 
in common: arm, under, land, frost ... But I also began to wonder at the 
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arbitrariness of language. Some words in Danish and English were 
similar when written but different in pronunciation - brt:Jd and bread, for 
example. One ended in a glottal stop the other in the thud of an English 
d. Other words were quite unlike: kunst and art. {After the war I heard 
an American soldier say, as he was staring at a large, explicit painting of 
a nude woman, 'Now that really is kunst'.) I began to read English 
novels and poetry, glad to have access to a larger literature. 
l was enchanted by the incantatory poems of the English romantics. 
Oh what can ail thee knight at arms 
Alone and palely loitering? 
The sedge has withered from the lake 
And no birds sing/ 
Such words could move me tears. I sometimes wept openly, listening to 
them in class. 
' It is not wrong to feel that sadness,' Sister Jeanne said. 'But do not let 
yourself become morbid.' 
One of the bombs that were dropped to save me - I still think only of 
myself, having been isolated in my cell when I was not in the torture 
room -went astray and fell on the school. Sister Jeanne and thirty girls in 
her class were killed. I did not find this out until after the war, when I 
came home. I went one day to look at the Shell building, still in ruins. 
Across the street I saw the classroom, also in ruins. 
' What happened?' I asked a bystander. 
' A plane crashed during the raid on the Shell building ... and some 
bombs went astray.' 
'Was anyone killed?' 
'Some girls .. . a nun r think. ' 
I checked back on the files of old newspapers at the office. 1 found the 
list of the victims published a few days after the raid. Sister Jeanne and 
thirty girls. 
'It is not wrong to feel that sadness. But do not Jet yourself become 
morbid. ' 
The clasp felt warm on my nipple as the needle flickered in the green 
area of the dial. The almost imperceptible flow of current was not painful, 
even - against my will - mildly stimulating. I felt that I had been 
obscenely touched by one of his sharp nails again. 
'Nej,' I gasped as the needle moved into the yellow segment. 
He gestured to whoever operated the controls outside the shaft of light. 
The needle flickered back briefly to the green. I felt that a wasp had stung 
my nipple. 
'Nej!' I could hardly force the word out. I did not know where it came 
from. I was barely conscious. 
The needle moved slowly, inexorably, towards the red. I shut my eyes. 
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I was not conscious of screaming, but afterwards my throat was dry, 
rasped. The cone of light became a shaft of searing pain. Lightning burst 
in my brain. 
I was brought to consciOt)sness by icy water dumped on me from a 
bucket. 
' It's such a pity you will not cooperate,' he said. 'I'm afraid we will 
have to have another tryst.' 
His voice came faintly to me from a mist of darkness. Slowly my vision 
cleared. 
He gestured. The hand, its nails still dirty and untrimmed, was thrust 
mto the light holding a copper tube trailing wires. It was shaped like a 
test tube, rounded at one end. 
It is shaped like ... 
But my mind would not let me confront the word. 
Jt was barely an hour before the time set for my next 'tryst', when the 
bombs began to fall and the walls opened miraculously, with a loud 
crash. Fragments of stone rained on me. There was a sharp smell of 
burning. It was a few moments before J realised what had happened . I 
paused only to tie a handkerchief across my nose and mouth before I 
leapt over the rubble into the clouds of dust and smoke billowing in the 
empty street. 
The young soldier - Frederic was his name in the small book - ran on 
ahead, too fast for me to follow as I was at first inclined to do. Then I 
recalled my danger, and hurried instinctively towards the entrance to the 
underground railway. A crowd had gathered, now that the raid was 
over, to watch the Shell building blaze. A few people even dared to 
cheer. Because they were looking upward at the building, I was able to 
work my way through the crowd without my grey shift attracting 
attention. The platform, now that the raid had ended, was deserted. I hid 
in a recess in the wall, in the dark beyond the end of the platform, where 
workmen could stand when a train passed. I waited some hours there, 
cold - mainly through fear - and with an aching back. When I guessed 
that night had come, I attracted the attention of a young woman who was 
alone on the platform. 
She was startled when I called to her from the darkness. 
'Who is it?' 
'Please ... ' I pleaded, my voice still hoarse . 
She walked slowly towards the end of the platform. I stepped briefly 
into the light and then returned to the shadow. I must have looked like a 
grey ghost. The grey prison shift was covered with the dust of the falling 
rubble. 
'Please help me, ' I called from the dark .. 
' Who are you?' She called back, softly, alarmed. 
We were all suspicious, then , of strangers in Copenhagen. 
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'Kar ... No ... I am sorry . .. It may be better for you and me if you do 
not know. ' 
She glanced around. As no one else had come, she came to me. 
'You are ill? 
' Ill? Yes ... I don' t know ... Terrified ... I was in the Shell Building ... ' 
'Resistance?' 
She glanced about her as she spoke. I thought that she might be too 
afraid to help me. I clutched at her arm; hung to her desperately. 
'Yes! But please help me.' 
She nodded nervously. 
' I need clothes ... ' 
'Yes ... You ' re about my size.' 
'And I need dressings ... a salve.' 
I drew open my shift and she peered at my burned nipples. Even in the 
dim, reflected light she could see the crimson wounds. She blanched. 
'The fiends! The Nazis?' 
I nodded and began to weep. We heard voices. I drew back into the 
shadows of the recess. The young woman left. I was afraid that she 
would not re turn, or that she might betray me. I had to risk that my gut 
feeling, that I could trust her, would be justified . 
She returned after half an hour with underwear, a blouse, a skirt and a 
short warm Jacket. I was glad to see that they were plain garments. She 
also had dressings for my nipples, which she applied with gentle hands. 
'The fiend s!' she murmured, and added, ' Where will you go?' 
' lt is better you do not know!' 
She nodded . 
' I would like to ask your name, so that I can see you again ... when ... 
when this is all over,' I said. 
Will it ever be over? 
I touched he r lips with my fingers before she could reply. 
' But you cannot te ll me ... If I were captured again ... and tortured 
again ... ' 
She nodded again and turned to leave, as we could hear approaching 
voices. She turned back and handed me a paper cup full of hot coffee and 
a paper bag. 
'Some bread and some cheese,' she said. ' I could not spare more ... ' 
'After the war ... I will look for you,' I called after her. 'Every morning 
.. . By the Caritas Fountain ... Look for me.' 
I watched her leave. I have never seen her again although, when I 
re turned after the war, I passed by the fountain every morning for weeks. 
I re turned to the recess to change. I wolfed down the bread and cheese 
and scalded my throat, still rasped by unremembered screaming, by 
drinking the coffee too quickly. I made a pillow of the shift and spent a 
cold night trying to cat nap in the recess. The salve had given me 
temporary relief from the pain in my breasts. 
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In the morning, I tried to summon strength to leave, to face the light of 
day, the crowds, and encounters with German troops. It was some time 
before I found that strength. At last, after the first train for the day had 
arnved and left, I followed after the departing passengers. As J stepped 
up on to the platform my trembling knees almost caused me to fall. I 
forced myself to walk up the stairs, to mingle with the early workers and 
shoppers. 
I could not go home; that would have risked the life of my mother, 
although I hoped that the raid had destroyed the records so that the 
Gestapo could not trace me. I walked, quelling an impulse to run, down 
Str0gert. J felt conspicuous crossing the old market square at the end. I 
stood for a while by the Caritas Fountain, now sufficiently calmed to 
realise that I was less Likely to attract attention if 1 did not move hastily. 
As I stood by the fountain I remembered watching the golden apples 
dancing on the fountain's je ts on festive days. 
A German soldier approached . He stopped beside me and looked at the 
fountain. I nearly broke down again. 
'Good morning. It is beautiful is it not?' He said, in stilted phrase-book 
Danish. 
Memory of the apples saved me. 
'On festival days, ' 1 said - my German was fluent - ' they put golden 
apples to dance on the jets.' 
'Are you German? Do you have a cold ... Your voice?' 
I shook my head . 
'No ... I'm not German. Yes ... I have influenza ... I' m going home to 
bed.' 
He turned back to look at the fountain . I forced myself to walk on 
leisurely, as if I was going to work. He called after me, but I pretended 
not to hear and let myself walk a little faster. 
I resisted the urge to go home to tell my mother, to relieve her anxiety. 
I would try to get a message to her through the Resistance . I found my 
way to a safe house near the Kastellet, where I was hidden for several 
days until there was a dark, rainy morning when I could be smuggled 
aboard a fishing boat. 
I wept as we passed the Ltttle Mermaid, naked and stoically facing the 
storm waves of a leaden sea. The cold wind revived the pain in my 
nipples. I huddled deeper into the oilskins which had been lent to me. It 
was, despite my deliverance from torture and death, the lowest moment 
of my life. I imagined that I was back in the cold recess in the wall of the 
underground . I could see no light at the end of the long dark tunnel. 
Somewhere near the middle of the Kattegat, in the shelter of the 
driving rain and sea spray, I was transferred to a Swedish fishing boat 
which immediately turned back towards the neutral haven. As we 
approached the coast, the cloud lifted, the wind eased and sunshine 
flooded the green land and the blue mountains beyond. 
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1 remembered Frederic and was suddenly infused with hope . . . and 
love. 
My mother died before the war ended. She had mourned my father's 
death deeply and had had to bear too much when I was arrested. I had 
been unable to complete the rituals for the death of either of my parents. 
We never did find my father's grave. My mother went to her's without 
the company of any loved one. It was a month after my escape before 
word got through to her that J was safe in Sweden. But grief, anxiety, the 
hard winter weather and starvation bore her down. 
After the war, I found work as a journalist on one of the leading 
newspapers. After a few months, I asked if I could tour defeated 
Germany and report on the state of that nation. My German was fluent 
enough for me to pass as a German. I dressed plainly, even shabbily, and 
moved slowly, as if I too was shocked by the bombings, by the collapse of 
the Third Reich. 
I saw Dachau, and vomited at the stench that rose from the uncovered 
corpses in the deep trenches; but I also saw bombed cities and wept for 
all that had been destroyed there. 
I tried for months to find Frederic. 
When I returned to Copenhagen I found the cold oppressive; it 
sharpened the pain in my back that kept recurring. There were times 
when I contemplated suicide. 
Walking home one night, late, I stopped to watch the moth-like snow 
flakes whirling in the cone of light beneath a street lamp. Two men stood 
a little to each side of the cone. One thrust out his hand towards the 
other. The sleeve of his overcoat drew up and his white, well-manicured 
hand shone in the light. I knew then that I could not live any longer in 
Denmark, in Europe. I resigned from my job, after arranging to send 
regular articles from Australia. I sold the apartment, to prove to myself 
that I meant to stay in a new land where I expected the sun to shine most 
days. I assumed that there would be no dark nights when snowflakes 
whirled in the bright cones of light beneath street lamps. 
I believed that, there, I would no longer be tortured by the exquisitely 
tremulous silences between the notes of remembered music. I did not 
expect to hear the old music in a new land. 
I expected to find desert, but the ground was covered with prodigal 
masses of wildflowers. The air was radiant, drenched with light. It was 
full of the flight of birds and the sound of their songs. 
